Some Homemade verses 


By Josie Crawford 


Poetry is the achievement of the 


Synthesis between hyacinths and biscuits 


The Call of the Road 


Oh, the luring road, the shining road 
As it dips over the horizon's rim 

It seems to say "I'll lead the way" 
Till we reach the ocean's brim. 
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Armistice Day 


How our thoughts turn face 

To that day in years now gone 
When our boys were fighting grim, 
In the desolate Argonne. 

Long and wary had the days been 

In that slow but sure advance. 

As they drove the Germans Backward 
From the battlefields of France. 

But a whisper passed among them 
"We are going to have peace." 

They have set the zero hour 

When the firing shall cease. 

Then the order came "Cease firing," 
Brining quietness so blest, 

To the troops who held the front line. 
As so sorely needed rest 

An in the old French villages 

How they laugh and sing and pray 
In one place a group of soldiers 
Rang the church bell all that day 
We rejoiced when it was over. 

May war never rage again. 

Help us, Lord, to solve our problems 
Without the sacrifice of men. 


A 


WEE yp ee inoltr ae lop ch. Answer to the Playhouse Under the Porch 


; | saw the little story 
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And as | read it over 
Memory flamed up like a torch. 
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The boys to manhood grown 
Are scattered. Some are far away 
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| often wish my boys could be 
Playing under the porch once more. 
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Come on, Pal 


Do you ever feel a yearning to roam? 
There are wonderful cities, There are the mountains 
And great rolling rivers, And deserts dry. 
And the great gray ocean with sparkling foam. 
Come on, Pal, let's go. 
There are deeds of kindness that we may do. 
There are poor to feed and the sick need care 
And sorrow and suffering everywhere 
And few t do it but me and you. 
Come on, Pal, let's go. 
There is the story of Jesus that needs to be told 
To the heathen abroad and the unlearned at home 
And hundreds of children who heedlessly roam 
With none to tell the sweet story of old 
Come on, Pal, let's go. 
And when we think our journey is o'er 
We're so very tired and in need of a rest. 
There is one more journey the last and the best 
When Jesus shall call from the beautiful shore. 
Come on, Pal, let's go 
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Mercies 


As | sat beside the ocean 

The old song came to me 

"There's a wideness to God's mercy. 
Like the wideness of the sea." 

As | watched the waves come rolling. 
Never ending, never still; 

So God's mercies roll upon those 
Who strive to do this will. 

Tho we say we see the ocean 

Human eye ne'er sees it all. 

So God's wonderous love and mercy 
Is more than enough for all. 

But sometimes a rock, upstanding 
Parts the waters as they come. 
Breaks the smooth incoming current, 
Throws it back in seething foam. 

So our human wills set, stubborn 

In defiance of this plan 

Breaks the steady flow of blessings 
God would gladly sent to man 

Let us then keep our wills humble. 
Always try his will to see. 

When all wills are all then submissive 
Earth a paradise will be. 
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Just Thinking 


A little line of poetry came to my mind 't'other day 
And it sort o' kept me ponderin' as | ambled on my way 
‘Bout how "it takes a heap o' livin" in a house to make 
You sure will never have one if your allus on the roam 
But you got to settle down somewhere 

And plant some vines and trees 

And some roses and some lilacs 

To perfume the evening breeze 

But these things are on the outside 

And while the're nice to own 

It's the family that live inside 

That really makes it home 

If Pa wants to be a real "old sport" 

And spend his cash for "booze" 

No matter if the boys and girls 

Are needin' clothes an' shoes. 

He's a real "good Feller" with the "boys" 

But comes home grouchy, cross 

When it comes to makin' a real home 

That man's a total loss. 

And ma likes to spend most all her time 

At dances or at shows 

And goes to bridge club meetings 

To show her good clothes. 


She may even do some "uplift" work 
For the pore folks in the slums. 
While her own neglected children 
Run round the neighborhood like bums 
Home's just a place to eat and sleep 
Not a place for havin' fun, 
Or gettin’ help from Pa or Ma 
To get their lessons done. 
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To raise their children up to be 
Good women, honest men, 
Teach 'em to play fair and square 
At home as well as at school 
And raise 'em up to Fear the Lord 
And mind the Golden rule. 
They teach em that there is some task 
For everyone to do 
And then there's jolly times for all 
When the work is through 
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And so they grow up strong and brave 
And go out to the strife 

With characters so strongly made 
They're not afraid of life, 

So Pa and Ma have really been 

A help to their home town, 

By brining up a family 

They can be proud to own. 

And even if great wealth and fame 
Should pass 'em by for good, 

A home like that's a credit 

To any neighborhood. 
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Lines to a Friend on her Birthday 


As we journey down life's pathway 
Past the milestones, one by one 
And we see the shadows lengthen 
As we go toward the setting sun. 

It is good to feel the handclasp 

Of the old friends tried and true; 
And to see their smiling faces 

And know the smile's for you. 

It is good to get the greeting 

From the old friends far away. 

And to read the wistful message 
"Wish | were with you today" 

It is good to pause a moment 

As we journey down life's way; 
Just to stop to be a neighbor 

And a word of kindness say. 

It is good we can look backward 
On years in this service spent. 
Willingly we did each duty, 

On this errands gladly went. 

Till we can say with Paul of Jesus 
As at last the end we see 

| have fought the good fight, Master 
| have kept the faith in thee. 
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The Little Gray House 


There's a little gray house nestled down 'neath the trees 
It has stood there many a year. 

And the roses blooming 'round the yard 

Send their perfume far and near 

And a gray hair woman sits alone 

On the porch when the day is done. 

And softly croons a lullaby 

As she thinks of the absent ones. 

For there was a time when the house was new 
With its trees so young and small. 

It so o'erflow with riotous youth 

It scarce could hold it all 

For often would the wall resound 

With girlish laughter sweet 

And there were sturdy boyish shouts 

And the patter of baby feet 

There came schooldays hurrying by 

With the scramble for book and slate, 

And the frantic search for coat and cap 

For fear they would be late. 


Then when school days are over, 

Each takes up his own task. 

Then by the window a coffin stands 
yy) y For death comes in masked 
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so one by one they leave the nest 

Till mother sits alone. 

But once again the walls resound 

With girlish laughter sweet, 

And there are sturdy boyish shouts 

And the patter of baby feed. 

And the gray haired woman is busy now 

No longer she sits alone 

But still she hums a lullaby 

For the grandchildren are at home. 
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We had a fine time as any will tell 
So let me introduce you to our personnel 
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Vi f How she loves to pester 
But she kept us all working just the same. 


Then Mrs. Dilly 
Whose form is hilly 
With a car load of groceries came flying down the hill 
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To poke cobs into the stove 
And kept that corner warm as toast 


There is another whom you all know 
Tho her name is Lighter, her form isn't so 


We have two sisters of that name here. 
One called "want some doughnuts?" 
The other "you pay here." 


There was Mrs. Robb 
How she did bob 
When asked "What kind of pie have you?" 


And slender Mrs. Ott 
Always on the dot 
When asked for a sandwich gave them two. 


Then Mrs. Lon 

With a clean apron on 

Borrowed all the others that she could 

When it comes to washing dishes 

She takes to water like the fishes. 

But we doubt much if she dried them like she should. 


There were some others 
But their part was so small 
It isn't really necessary 

To mention them at all. 
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Song of the Wheels 


Clickety Click, Clickety Click 

Over the rails we go 

Clickety click, Clickety click 
Westward - westward. Ho 

We're speeding o'er the rolling plain 
With wheatfields far and wide 
Richer than Coronado's gold 
Spread on everyside. 

Clickety click, Clickety click 
Merrily on we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward - Westward Ho 

We climb the mountains steep and high 
In Raton's tunnel hide, 

Then out "into the sun" again 

On the western side 

Clickety Click, Clickety click 

Over the rails we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety click 
Westward Westward Ho 

We twist around the rocky curves 
In the canyons deep. 

Down Glorietor shoot the chutes 
Then slowly upward creep. 
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Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Over the rails we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward, Westward Ho 

We're going west to see the sea 
Where land and water meet 
And the bathing beauties fair 
Never even wet their feet 
Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Merrily on we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward, Westward Ho 

When we have gotten clear out here 
At the behest of man 

We have to turn us right around 
And go back East again. 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Over the rails we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Eastward, Eastward Ho 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Merrily on we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward Westward Ho 

Then o'er the desert wide and dry 
With sandy river beds 

That often ragin torrents are 
From snow in the watersheds 
Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Over the rails we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward Westward Ho 

Then we climb the Sierra's high 
And on through El Cafon 

The only word that rhymes with that 
That we know is Raton 
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Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Merrily on we go 

Clickety Click, Clickety Click 
Westward, Westward Ho 

Then on into the sunny land 
Where the lemons grow 

Also oranges and grapefruit 
And many kinds of "nuts" also 
Clickity Click Clickity Click 

Over the rails we go 

Clickety Click Clickety Click 
Westward Westward Ho 

We're going west to see the sea, 
Where land and water meet 
And the bathing beauties fair 
Never even wet their feet 
Clickity Click Clickity Click 
Merrily on we go 

Clickity Click Clickity Click 
Westward Westward Ho 

When we have gotten clear out here 
At the behest of man 

We have to turn us right around 
And go back East again. 

Clickity Click Clickity Click 

Over the Rails we go 

Clickity Click Clickity 

Eastward Eastward Ho 
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To Esther 


As | lay in the narrow hospital room, 

The very air seemed full of gloom; 

And things were going from bad to worse, 

When there entered a sweet faced, white capped nurse. 


With a few deft touches she straightened my bed. 
Plumped up the pillows under my head 

And had me settled for a nap. 

That sweet faced nurse in her snowy cap. 


You'll find her where e're there is suffering or woe. 
She takes comfort and healing wheree'er she may go. 
She is God's blessing to the human race. 

The white capped nurse with her smiling face. 
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To Nellie 


Dear sister, 'tis your birthday. 
My, how the years do fly, 
Since we used to play together 
In the days so long gone by. 


‘Member the swing by the garden, 

Where we played in the long summer day? 
And the play house in the corn crib? 

And how we loved to play in the hay? 


And there was the old brick school house 
Where we learned our A, B, C's. 

And at recess we'd play "blackmam," 
And fall down and skin our knees. 


In the long cold winter 

How we loved to coast down hill. 
Most always clear to the bottom, 
But sometimes there was a spill. 
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We'd pelt each other with snowballs, 
And build up big snow men. 

Stay out till we were most frozen, 

Run to the kitchen and then out again. 


And there were the rides to Grandma's 
Cross the river and through the wood. 
And the turkey's for Thanksgiving; 

My, didn't they taste good? 


Now we are old and gray headed; 
Our children grown women and men. 
But really wouldn't you like to 

Slide down the old hill again? 
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Boot Hill 


On old Boot Hill the breezes blow, 
And stir the sparse dry grass. 

While underneath the old bones lie, 
Unconscious that they pass. 


Long days ago these bones were men, 
Courageous, strong and daring. 

Who worked hard, played hard, drank and dealt 
Nought for tomorrow caring. 


Gaily they rode o'er the rolling hills 
Rounding up the cattle. 

Cheerfully brand a maverick, 

Or with horse thieves give battle. 


Next on Boot Hill a school house rose. 
And children shout and play, 
Unthinking, o'er the graves of those 
For ever passed away. 
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Now a fair building crowns the Hill, 
With stately Spanish lines 

Linking up the stirring past, 

With busy modern times. 


There our City Government 

Shall henceforth make known its will. 

The bones of the lawless upholding the lawn 
On historic old Boot Hill. 


Arizona 


Out there in Arizona 

There are mountains towering high 
Under a wonderful, cloudless sky. 
There are beautiful canyons deep, 
Uno a And waterfalls that sing you to sleep. 
ae ieies bee ited Cany ova eee, | wish | was in Arizona. 
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Out there in Arizona 

There is great tall cactus with blossoms rare 
And health and healing in the air. 

: ee There's the wide desert with shining sand 
And there seems to be welcoming hands 
Beckoning me to Arizona 
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Darning 


Grandmother's getting very gray, 

And she's getting older every day. 

But she's pretty spry and lively yet. 
And darns all the stockings she can get. 


Some of these days she's coming back. 
And then, dear girl, alas, alack. 

She's going to teach you how to darn. 
So you had better prepare to ‘larn’. 


So when grandmother gets so old 

Her fingers no longer a needle can hold. 
You can darn her stockings the while 

If wearing stockings is still in style. 


For if other no longer do, 
She will have to go bare legged too 


She will have to shave and powder them white 


Other wise they'll be a sight. 


I'd like to know who started the fad 
Of wearing socks; It's all to the bad 
Makes holes to darn with out end 
From everlasting to everlasting. Amen. 
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Sunset 


It is sunset in Kansas and the western sky 
Is a blaze of glory that delights the eye 
There’s wondrous beauty in the sunset, 
With its ever changing hues 

Gold and purple, gray and violet 

And the deep celestial hues 

Then the colors slowly fading 

Leave a gold glow in the wes.t 

And then comes the darkness 

And the blessed time of rest. 


When the sunset of life time 

Rapidly draws night 

If we’ve lived it rightly we’ll not fear to die 
For there’s beauty in God’s promises 
To those whose trust in Him is stayed 
“Let not your heart be troubled, 
Neither let it be afraid.” 

“Come unto me ye weary” 

O the promises so blest. 

So we step out through the sunset 
To the blessed land of rest. 
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Maude Muller 


Maude Schall, upon a winter's day 

Passed out sweaters, brown and gray. 
Beneath her black hat, all askew 

Shown forth her kindly eyes of blue, 

And down her face ran streams of sweat 
Till she almost got the sweaters wet 
"What's you name and where'r you from?" 
Glibly ran her nimble tongue. 

"What did you come here for anyway? 
There'll be no work for many a day." 

But the sweaters passed out more and more 
And still the men crowd round the door. 
And the unemployed man mused as he sat. 
And thought "I wish that | had a job like that. 
They surely must give pretty good pay 

For working so hard to give sweaters away. 
| give a sweater to every pet 

But others would never a sweater get 

And | have me one for every day. 

If | had the job of giving sweaters away." 
And Maude Schall mused as nearly beat 
She gave thought to her aching feet 

"| wish that | was unemployed too, 

With not a thing in this world to do 


But hold out my hand for what | need, 

And growl if it is not delivered with speed." 
And so she dreamed of all she might do 

If she was only unemployed, too. 

Then roused with a start. "Alas, alack, 

| must hurry home and get dinner for Jack." 
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My Jewel 


There has something come to our house 
That brightens up each day. 

And it seems so wonderful 

That it has come to stay. 


| scarce know what to call it; 

It is so very fair. 

There is nothing to compare it to. 
It is so very rare. 


It is sweeter than a rosebud. 
Lovelier than a pearl. 

Better than gold or diamonds. 
My precious baby girl. 


And then the though comes to me, 
"She isn't really mine. 

God only loaned her to me, 

To care for, for a time." 


So | must always cherish her, 
For some day he will say, 
"How did you guard the jewel 
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| loaned to you, one day?" 


So | must guard and guide her 
And rear her tenderly 

For | am training a precious soul 
For time and eternity. 
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Old Folks 


We’re just a pair of old fogies. 
My old husband and I. 

We don't always agree on things. 
Or always see eye to eye. 


But we get along pretty middlin’. 

Don't ever quarrel of russ. 

‘Cause I've been afraid if he got too mad 
He might swell up and bust. 


Reckon I've got some faults myself. 
Have had 'em for quite a spell. 
‘Cause he says I'm so contrary 

| don't know when I'm well. 


We've raised a family of boys and girls 
Ain't none of 'em turned out bad. 

And now some youngsters are growing up, 
Who are crazy about their granddad. 


But we've had our times of trouble 
And worry and sorrow and care 
That's brought the wrinkles to the face 


And streaks of white in the hair. 


But now we're quite contented. 


Just an old man and his grayhaired wife. 
nd Alka v Whe Lem js haw Peacefully going hand in hand 


Down the sunset side of life. 
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Old Timers 


The Old Timers Club is composed of a group 

Of early day women, who don't give a whoop 
Whether they are dressed in the latest style 

Just so they're doing things worth while. 

They meet once a month and how they eat, 

Till they can hardly get on their feet. 

Then talk of the time when if they had corn bread, 
To eat with their beans, they were quite well fed. 


They say the grasshoppers come and go 

And shivered through the blizzards of sleet and snow. 
Go out in the pasture and pick up chips in a sack 

And pack them home half a mile on their back. 

For every day to say 'chips' was all right, 

But they called them 'fuel' to be polite. 

It made as good a fire as ever was seen 

But now they call it 'grassolene.' 


They'd go to a party ten miles away, 

Packed in a wagonbed filled with hay, 

And thought it fun to dance nearly all night, 
Getting home in the first faint morning light. 
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Now they ride in a car with a padded seat, 

If it's the least bit chilly, turn on the heat. 

If they tried to dance their joints would crack, 
We'll soon be old unless the years turn back. 


J.W.C. 
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Sunflowers 
(sung to tune Swanee River) 


Way out upon the rolling prairies 
In days gone by 
Cam the courageous pioneers, 
New lands and homes to try. 
They bravely face the toil and hardship 
When drought brought gloom. 
But still along the lonely roadways 
Shone the big sunflowers bloom. 


CHORUS: 

Fitting emblem of the people 
Who fought drought and gloom 
Still shining forth upon the prairie 
The golden sunflowers bloom 


Then let us all go bravely onward 
Till our work's done 


E'en though the fierce black rolling blizzards 


Darken the noonday sun 

We know they cannot last forever 
They pass away 

But still along the dusty highways 
The sunflower greets the day. 


So we will always stay in Kansas 
Here make our home 

Though the big, crowded, noisy cities 
Entice us all to roam. 
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Circled by the sunflower's bloom. 
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Lonely 


It doesn't do any good to cry 

Because they all grew up and went away. 

Though you think of the time they were all at home 
In that long ago yesterday. 


It doesn't do any good to cry 

Cause the letter you looked for didn't come 
They're all too busy with their own affairs 
To have time to write a letter home. 


So just brace up and wear a smile 
Like you were going on parade. 

Go to the meeting of some club 

Or do some work for the Ladies Aid. 


Keep your mind and hands at work 
Forget the letter that didn't come 
Maybe sometime soon or late 

They'll find time to write a letter home. 


Kansas 


(Sung to Tune: Battle Hymn of the Republic) 
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We have seen the big black dust clouds that 
Come rolling o'er the plain. 

And it filled our lungs and houses 
Till we nearly went insane 

But we took the broom and mop in hand 
And dug it out again. 

And still kept hanging on. 


We have dug and swept the dust out till 
Our arms and backs were lame 

We have breathed it in and sneezed it 
Out till our noses were aflame 

If we ever get away from here we will 
Not come back again 

We won't keep hanging on. 


Final CHORUS 


Kansas, Kansas, we are leaving 
Kansas, Kansas, we are leaving 
Kansas, Kansas, we are leaving 
If we can get a chance. 


J.W.C. 
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Christmas Fifty Years Aog 


There were several families, with children of school age, who moved 
into the neighborhood about he same time. There were the Robin- 
sons, Johnsons, Parks, Laurences and Hamnds, and others So as soon 
as their houses were built and the spring crop in, a school house was 
discussed. There wasn’t much money but there was a spirit of help- 
fulness. So on a certain day the men met at the site selected for the 
school, with teams, wagons, single furrow plows and some carpenter 
tools. While some plowed, other cut the sod in even lengths and 
hauled it, while others laid the walls. Those who could do carpentry 
made the door and window frames and the rafters for the roof. And 
soon a one room school house stood on the prairire. Some second 
hand desks and an old teacher’s desk were purchased from the old 
Boot Hill school and a man hired to teach. He wasn’t a very good 
teacher, but he had a fine, big bald spot on his head that made a 
splendid target for paper wads. If one happened to hit the mark he 
would turn and say ‘Who did that?’ and some little would ay “Fannie 
died.” Fannie was Hammas curly haired blue eyed, slender young 
daughter 
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And the teacher thought she could do not wrong so every thing that 
happened was laid on her. So he would smile and go on with his 
work. The next thing considered after the school house was finished 
was a Sunday school. Some supplies were ordered and a school orga- 
nized. Several denominations were represented. One class of small 
girls was taught the Bible and made no attempt to teach Catholicism. 


The next year times were better and they wanted a larger school 
house. So a frame building was put up with large windows on both 
sides and a raised platform across one end to be used as a stage, as 
the school house was the community center where the literary soci- 
ety met and box suppers were held and Sunday school and some- 
times preaching, when a preacher could be borrowed for a a day. So 
as winter came on a Christmas program was talked about and it was 
finally decided to have a tree. It wasn’t as beautiful as an evergreen 
but was much handier to hang presents on. Sarah Robinson 
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Did the ordering for the Sunday school so a catalogue of Christmas 
supplies was sent to her by the company. She ordered some small 
deep baskets with red and green cloth tops with a drawstring, to 
hold the cand for the children. In looking over the school house one 
woman said she wished they had some decorations for the walls. 
There were some banners illustrated in the catalogue but no money 
to buy them. But Julia Robinson found a big piece of heavy dark red 
paper and suggested that they cut it in the shape of the banners in 
the catalogue. So they cut them out and Sarah and Neda, her sister, 
cut letters from white paper and pasted them on to spell out such 
versions as “Peace on Earth.” They made four of the banners. Cotton 
was placed around the base of the tree and small bunches along the 
limbs and sprinkled with shiny powder. The children strung popcorn 
and made chains of bright colored paper which were draped on the 
tree. Each family was asked to bring such of their presents for each 
other, as they wished, and when all were hung on the trees or piled 
under it, with the baskets of candy from the Sunday school. It made 
a pretty sight 


There was a rather acidulons old main in the neighborhood and 
when she came with her married sister to bring their gifts, she said 
she thought it very foolish to spend money for those baskets. The 
candy would have tasted just as good if it had been put in paper 
sacks. And noticing the banners on the wall said sourly “I suppose 


thai fa a ee ig i you bought those too” Sarah sweetly told her ‘No we made them: 


is rv and she was quite chagrined to think she had complimented Sarah’s 
work. 


The school teacher had held singing school all through the term for 
any who wished to come and that included everyone who was able 
to get there. So they had learned to sing from the music without an 
instrument. So at the entertainment they sang the Christmas songs 
joyfully. Two little girls, who had just learned to read, sang “Away in 
a Manger” from the book and were so proud that they could read 
the word that they scarcely took their eyes form the page while they 
were singing. One little boy swaggered confidently to the front to 
speak a piece and when he turned And saw all the audience looking 
at him forgot every word and stood there dumb till the teacher told 
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His seat. The cowboys from the ranches along the river were there 
and listened respectfully to the prayers and songs. Julia happened to 
be sitting in the seat without one of them after the program and he 
showed her a gold locket he had on his watch chain and asked her 
for a lock of her hair to put in it. She laughed and said she would give 
it to him if she had any thing to cut it off with. So he took out his 
pocket knife and cut of a lock and Julia never gave a lock of her hair 
to another cowboy. After the program was over Santa Claus came in 
covered with snow and distributed the gifts. One gift was an over- 
coat for the Superintendent from the Sunday school. Then a short 
time was spent visiting and all started home in the clear starry night 
with the wheels of the wagons and buggies creaking in the frozen 


snow. 


Then the next day dinners were prepared over a fire of cow chips. 
They didn’t have turkeys with oyster or chestnut dressing or green 
salads, but they had chickens, home made bread and butter, pota- 
toes, dried corn, sweet potato pie, watermelon pickles, citron and 
pie melon 


Preserves and musk melon butter. Some remembering Christmas 
‘back east’ with evergreen trees and wreaths of holly and mistletoe, 
candles and fireplaces, sighed and shook their heads over the efforts 
to bring Christmas to the plains But some of the children had never 
seen a Christmas tree before and thought it grand. And all were 
thankful for home and family and enough to eat and a warm com- 
fortable place to eat it. 


It was Christmas in the city, it was Christmas on the plains 
Christmas midst the noise and tumult 

Christmas where great silence reigns 

Out there they had no shindig organ pealing 

fourth a hymn sublime 

There they had no vested choir, chanting 

Of the Son divine 

But they had a rich experience of a 

Friend who was always there 


If they followed in his footsteps. He would 
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Trusting Him unto the end 


And could say in all sincerity 
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Our "First Lady" 


Turn on the radio, come on the lope 
We're going to hear the First Lady plug for soap 
Maybe it's the kind that helps middle aged skin 
For to look middle aged is really a sin 


Maybe it's the baby's soap, mother wants to borrow 


So she will be beautiful 'bout this time tomorrow 
Maybe it's the kind movie stars all love 


Makes their skin soft and white as the clouds above. 


Maybe it's the kind that makes you smell so sweet 


Your Sweetheart will think you are good enough to eat. 


Maybe it's the kind to cure dishpan hands 

And makes you lovely in spit of worn out glands. 
Maybe it's the kind that fixes tattle tale gray 
And makes your clothes whiter day by day. 
Maybe it's the kind that bleaches just a shade 
And makes your colored things look like *** 
Maybe it's a new kind, so new, let us say 

That it's never been told about in My Day 

So turn on the radio, come on the lope 

We're going to hear the First Lady plug for soap. 
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Our Golden Wedding 


Fifty years, 'tis a long look back 

To that far off winter day, 

When we started out, just a pair of kids. 
Together to tread life's way 

There were no airplanes or radios then 
Automobiles were unheard of too 

There wasn't a telephone in the town 

And electric lights were few. 

When we started housekeeping by ourselves 
There wasn't much work to do, 

For the house we had was very small, 

And the table was set for two. 

Then the babies started coming along, 

And we worked early and late, 

By the time we moved into a home we owned 
The table was set for eight. 

Then another girl happened along 

But before she had a place of her own, 

The oldest girl and the man of her choice 
Had started another home. 

Then two boys went away to war 

And things were in an awful fix. 

We worked for the Red Cross and sold liberty bonds 
And the table was set for six. 
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Then the boys came home, but soon Cupid's darts 
Drove a boy and a girl from the hive. 

And death's cold hand took another boy 
And the table was set for five. 

Then a boy and a girl went away to school 
A teacher and a nurse to be. 

And now the table looks awfully small, 
When its only set for three 

The boy at school found a wee small girl 
That he just must have for a wife 

But the nurse still seems content 

To live a single life. 

Then the youngest girl met a farmer 

And married as most girls do. 

And we're right back where we started from 
And the table is set for two. 

But as the years have come and gone. 

And good times or hard times we'd see 

I've never grown tired of seeing 

That same face across the table from me. 
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In Memorian 


(written for a Memorial Service of the Old Timer's Club) 


Why say you that these friends are dead 
They've only just gone on ahead 

To that dear land where all is peace, 
Where sorrow, care and suffering cease. 
But they have left sweet memories here 
That we shall always hold most dear. 

Of giving, without thought of gain; 

Of courage in the face of pain. 

Of friendships true that made us glad. 

A smile to cheer us when we're sad. 

But we sorely miss their presence here, 
And for our sorrow drop a tear. 

But once again we'll clasp their hand 
When we go to that happy land. 
Because they have just gone on ahead 
So do not say that they are dead. 


December 24” 1940 
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Cc. N. Hammond 
Mrs. Fred Hall 

Fred Hall 

Emett G Moody 

M. Ethel Moody 
Mrs W. A. Williams 
Mrs Arthur Williams 
Mrs Lizzie Grimke 
Nelson Crawford 
Mrs Nelson Crawford 
Mrs P J Lighter 
Josephine Lighter 
Curtis Ott 

Sadie Ott 

Alvin Lighter 

Lida Lighter 
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When Kansas became a state 


Kansas has had some very interesting and romantic chapters in its 
history, which began, so far as the white men were concerned in 
1541 when Coronado journied across the territory. His discoveries 
were not followed up and the land was left in the possession of the 
Indians. About 1719 Frenchmen visited the Indian villages and 
bought furs, did some trapping themselves. Some even married Indi- 
ana women, carried on a fur trade with France and claimed the land 
for France. With the purchase in 1803 of the territory of Louisiana, 
the United States gained possession of most of the present state of 
Kansas. The rest coming as a grant from Texas in 1850. Lewis and 
Clark, Pike and Long all explored the region but described it as part 
of the Great American Desert. The first white settlement was made 
in 1827 at Fort Leavenworth but even before that trade was begun 
with Santa Fe over the famous old Santa Fe Trail. When the gold in 
the ‘forties’ began 
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Kansas lay in the line of march and great trains of prairie schooners 
crossed the territory. Some noticed that the land looked fertile and 
promising and stayed to farm. But in 1854 the population was only 
about 700. Until 1821 Kansas was a part of Missouri but from that 
date till 1854 it was unorganized territory peopled chiefly by Indians. 
Beginning in 1852 appeals were made to Congress to organize a ter- 
ritory of Kansas, but it was not accomplished til 1854. The Kansas- 
Nebraska Bill which created a territory of Kansas, much larger than 
the present state, repealed the Missouri Compromise and left the 
decision of the slavery question to the people of the territory. Then 
immigrants began coming in from slave and free states. Most of the 
Northern men came from Illinois, Indiana and Ohio, but some from 
as far away as Main. The New England Emigrant Aid Society was 
formed to encourage free 


State settlers to come. Immigration from the sought and squatters 
from Missouri flocked to the territory in such numbers that they con- 
trolled the first elections in 1855 and made the slavery party victori- 
oe ous. But this was contested by the free state men who set up a pro- 
Maelé ie leo Jo Comes Symaree alion visional state government of their own but it was not recognized by 
Ow i onint lt. and President Pierce who backed the slave legislature. The free state 


owe flo ati ce Ne nw governor was Dr Robinson and he wrote to the New England Emi- 
pith - —_ Te US la. grant Aid society asking for weapons. The Society could not supply 
at771 


: eS cee /, WA arms as it was organized to invest in mills and hotels and other in- 
nab hectiona Ln [$85 dn dustries and not guns. The officer of the Society, acting as individuals 
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Rifles to send to Kansas men and with each rifle he gave a Bible. 
When told he should have sent only Bibles he declared “You might 
as well send Bibles to buffaloes as to those who follow Atchison and 
Stringfellow, but they have a supreme respect for the logic embod- 
ied in Sharps rifles.” Then followed a period of killings, raids and 
burnings. In 1856 Lawrence was burned and Kansas was called 
“Bleeding Kansas” by the newspapers. Leading papers of the North 
and South sent their first reporters. The London times sent Thomas 
Gladstone, a relative of the famous statesman, to tell of the events 
in Kansas. Many books have been written about this phase of Kansas 
history. Finally, late in 1856 Federal troops were invited to the res- 
cue by Governor Geary and the period of lawlessness was at an end. 
Federal troops prevented a meeting of the free state legislature and 
a constitution adopted at Lecompton by the pro-slavery party was 
submitted to the people 
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Early in 1858. It was rejected and the pro slavery party began to see 
that its chances of dominance were lessening so steadily was the 
numbers of Northern immigrants increasing. At last a constitution 
prohibiting slavery was adopted and on Jan 29 1861 Kansas was ad- 
mitted as the thirty fourth state entering just prior to the War of Se- 
cession. The new state was very loyal, sending to the Union armies a 
larger number of soldiers in proportion to the population than any 
other state. Immediately after the war a period of rapid develop- 
ment began. There was a steady stream of immigration and railroads 
began to do their share in expansion, the first train having entered 
the state in 1860 on the Union Pacific. There were occasional Indian 
troubles but after 1860 most of the tribes were moved to the Indian 
territory. 
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The Little Old Sod Shanty 


| am looking rather seedy now while holding down my claim 
And my victuals are not always sewed the best 

And the mice play shyly round me as | nestle down to rest 
In my little old sod shanty on my claim. 


CHORUS: 

The hinges are of leather and the windows have no glass 

And the board roof lets the howling blizzards in 

And | hear the hungry coyote as he sneaks up through the grass 
Round my little old sod shanty on my claim 


Yet | rather like the novelty of living in this way 
Thought my bill of fare is always rather tame 

But | am happy as a clam, on this land of Uncle Sam 
In the little old sod shanty on my claim. 
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But when | left my eastern home a bachelor so gay 

To try and win my wealth and fame 

| little thought that I'd come down to burning twisted hay 
In my little old sod shanty on my claim. 


My clothes are spattered o'er with dough, I'm looking like a fright 
And everything is scattered round the room 

But | wouldn't give the freedom that | have out in the West 

For the babble of the Eastern man's old home. 


Still, | wish that kind hearted girl would pity on me take 
And relieve me the mess that | am in 

The angel, how I'd bless her if this her home she'd make 
In the little old sod shanty on my claim. 
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And we would make our fortunes on the prairies of the West 
Just as happy as two lovers we’d remain 

We’d forget the trials (and troubles) we endured at the first 
In the little old sod shanty on the claim 

And if fate should bless us with now and then an heir 

To cheer our hearts with honest pride of fame 

Oh, there we’d be contented for the toil that we had spent 
In the little old sod shanty on our claim 

When time enough had lapsed and all these little brats 

To man and modest womanhood had grown 

It wouldn’t seem half so lonely as around us we should look 


And we’d see the old sod shanty on our claim 


